As gold falls sick being stung with Mercury,

All the world's parts of such complexion be.

When Nature was most busy, the first week,

Swaddling the new-born earth, God seem'd to like

That she should sport herself sometimes and play,

To mingle and vary colours every day;

And then, as though she could not make enow,

Himself his various rainbow did allow.

Sight is the noblest sense of any one;

Yet sight hath only colour to feed on,

And colour is decayed: summer's robe grows

Dusky, and like an oft dy'd garment shews

Our blushing red, which us'd in cheeks to spread,

Is inward sunk, and only our souls are red.

Perchance the world anight have recovered,

If she whom we lament had not been dead:

But she, in whom all white, and red, and blue,

(Beauty's ingredients) voluntary grew,

As in an unvext Paradise, from whom

Did all things' verdure and their lustre'come,

Whose composition was miraculous,

Being all colour, all diaphanous,

(For air and fire but thick gross bodies were,

And liveliest stones but drowsy and pale to her)